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by tradition from St. Francis of Sales, who said
that a fire was a good thing for twelve months
in the year. (No72 liquet.)

We ate like starving men; a generous bowl of
punch appeared to crown a delightful evening,
during which our host abandoned his earlier re-
serve and talk flowed free until long past mid-
night.

We spoke of the War of Independence, in
which Mr. Bulow had served as an officer of
some distinction; of M. de La Fayette, whose
memory grows ever dearer to the hearts of all
Americans, who never speak of him but by his
title, as the marquis; of agriculture, at that time
the great source prosperity in the United States;
and lastly of our own dear France, then more
than ever dear to me, who was exiled from her
shores.

By way of interlude, Mr. Bulow would turn
to his eldest daughter and say, "Maria, give us a
song." And she never needed to be asked a second
time, but with a charming air of embarrassment,
sang the national air of Yankee Doodle, Queen
Mary's Lament, and Major Andre's, all pop-
ular songs in that country. Maria had taken a
few lessons, and those far-away parts passed for
something of a virtuosa; but the chief merit in
her singing lay in the quality of her voice, which
was soft, unaffected, and very clear.

Next morning we took our leave, ignoring, as